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ploughed C, but also where the track left. I turned
round and saw the Vimy in the far distance flying west.
I decided to risk abandoning the track and I flew west
by compass, hoping to see Kasr Kharana. Moore had
told me that the patch of ground north of Kasr Kharana
was excellent to land on, but that Kasr Kharana itself
was a gruesome place, as the Bedou were always putting
dead bodies in it. I pushed along over the undulating
hills, with a plain on my left, and could see the Jebel
Mugher in the far distance underneath an awning of
clouds. I was considerably worried, as I knew I was
risking a certain amount in leaving the track. Then
came a flash of sunshine which all of a sudden picked
out Kasr Kharana from the dark hills, and gave me my
direction, I passed it and toiled slowly up against the
wind, over the Jebel Mugher where the track goes
over it and drops down, away to Amman. There is a
ruin on top of the hills here and a square reservoir in a
sort of basin on the eastern slope. I found the plough
track running S.W. which took me to Ziza, where I
landed at 9,40 a.m.

Ziza to Heliofolh. We filled up at Ziza. I filled
my tanks bung full, as it seemed probable that there
would be a colossal headwind, and that the customary
five hours' allowance would be insufficient. I was
also a bit doubtful of my petrol pumps being able to
empty the bottom tank entirely. The clouds looked
appallingly low over the Judaean Hills, and I was doubtful
if we should ever get through at all. However, two
Bristols from No. 14 Squadron had flown over from
Ramleh. We decided to fly to the hills and have a
look, and turn back if it was impossible. I was terribly
heavily loaded, now having all the Mail, diree passengers